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"Welcome to junior year English. This class will focus on the writings of Shakespeare and grammar," teacher 
Mrs. Bushnell said as she passed out the class syllabus before returning to the front of the class. The 
teacher was middle-aged, with graying hair and had a slight Scottish accent. "l'm going to take roll so | can put 
names with faces, then we will go around the room and see what kinds of things you hope to learn in this 


class. Perhaps we can find a way to include some of your ideas into lesson plans." 


Just then, the classroom door swung open and three boys came running into the room. The first to enter was 
smaller than the other two with his brown hair brushed back out of his face, showing bright blue eyes. The 
next also had brown hair and blue eyes but was much taller than the first. The third one was the tallest of 


the three. He had brown hair and brown eyes with an intense stare. 


"Go ahead and find a seat guys. I'm about to do roll call," Mrs. Bushnell said. 


The three took seats next to each other, with the tallest one sitting near the corner window as if he were 


keeping an eye on the entire classroom. 

"Klaus Meine?" 

"Here!" the smallest guy in the late group of boys waved. 

"Matthias Jabs?" 

"Herel" the middle one waved. 

"Rudolf Schenker?" 

"Present!" the tall one in the corner announced. 

The roll call finished and Mrs. Bushnell started asking the class what they wanted to learn 


"Do we really need to learn Shakespeare? | find his works dry and outdated. Who talks that way anyway? There 


are so many other writers we could study, such as Dickinson and Hemingway," Matthias spoke up. 
"Excellent idea, Matthias. We can study Dickinson and Hemingway also. We might be able to put in a day or two 
each to look in-depth at them. Can you think of other writers we should study?" Mrs. Bushnell answered as 


she wrote on the board. 


Matthias groaned, sliding down into his seat as Rudolf shoved him. "Thanks. Always helping the teacher find 


more work for us to do!" 
Mrs. Bushnell turned back to the class. "Other ideas? Klaus, you haven't said anything yet. Do you have ideas?" 


"Could we do some creative writing?" Klaus responded, perking up in his seat, the drawing on the front cover of 
his notebook temporarily forgotten. "I find creative writing to be a lot of fun" 


Rudolf groaned, loud enough for Mrs. Bushnell to hear. 
"Rudolf, do you have any ideas to add?" 


"Yeah. Let's not study English. We already speak it, so why do we need to learn it? It's not like Spanish. | don't 
already speak Spanish." 


He stood, pacing near his desk. "Seriously though. Why do we need to learn something we already know? It's a 
waste of time!" 


The cheers and hollering from the rest of the class encouraged him to keep going, despite Mrs. Bushnell 


motioning the class to calm down. 
"School is waste of time. | don't need anything I'll learn here. Tell me one time when | need algebra in the ‘real 
world' as adults like to call it. | don't need to learn about some dead guy who lived five hundred years ago 


either." 


Rudolf was at the back of the classroom now, sitting on a large rolling cabinet, yelling loud enough for another 
English class across the hall to hear. 


"Rudolf. Rudolf. Rudolf! That's quite enough. There are other classes next to us and across the hall. You're 


being so loud I'm sure they can hear you. Stop disrupting everyone!" 


"| don't care." Rudolf had somehow managed to stand up on the cabinet where he'd been sitting. With his head 
nearly touching the ceiling, he towered over the other students and the teacher. 


"Get off the cabinet and sit in your desk!" 
"No." 
"Do | need to call Mr. Nixon and Mr. McKnight and have them remove you from the classroom?" 


“Again, no, but I'm not getting down You can still do your lesson. I'll just stand in the back. I'm not bothering 
anyone," Rudolf shot back 


Klaus looked up at Rudolf. "Hey what period do you have Spanish? | have it for my third period.” 
| have it third period too. Do you have it with Mrs. Kartes?" 


"Yep!" Klaus pulled out the paper with his schedule to check. "I have this, Biology and Spanish before lunch. 
After lunch, | have United States History, Team Sports, and Algebra." 


Matthias was studying his schedule as well, nodding along as Klaus read off his classes. "Hey, Klaus! Algebra 


with Mr. Thomas sixth period?" 
Klaus turned to Matthias and gave a thumbs up. 


As the guys compared their schedules, they almost forgot about Mrs. Bushnell, who had moved to her desk 


and was on the phone with someone. "Yes, his name is Rudolf Schenker. Absolutely, will do. Thank you." 


Mrs. Bushnell turned to look at Rudolf. "You've been removed from the class for the week. You'll report to the 
study hall during your first period for the rest of this week, starting now." 


Rudolf sighed, seeming to resign himself to his new fate for the week. He climbed off the cabinet and grabbed 


his backpack to make his way to the study hall across the building. 


"See you Spanish!" Klaus yelled as Rudolf left the room. 


